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of wind shook the branches, tearing off the leaves
and tossing them in eddying swarms, and the rustling
in the tree-tops was like the sound of the sea. He
frequently had to stand still for the wind took his
breath away. On the outskirts, near the road to
Heemstede, he sat down on a bench. He felt hopeless,
not knowing what to do. His only hope was that,
if the boy saw him, his old affection would make
him come up to him, and then he might be able
to persuade him. But it was senseless to go on
sitting here. He stood up and looked across the
meadow, where the sun was breaking through the
clouds.
He turned round and caught sight of Floris, not
ten paces away, holding back the undergrowth with
one hand. His eyes looked big in his white face,
staring as though they saw nothing. Werendonk
turned his head away and, so as not to startle him,
cautiously put one foot forward and then the other.
He waited before repeating the movement. Then
he turned round and what he saw terrified him.
Floris had come close up to him, his mouth was
stretched wide in a grin, his fists were tightly clenched
and lifted on high. Werendonk saw the same eyes
with which Berkenrode had looked at him, years
ago, when he met him at the railway station before
his flight c My boy, my boy,5 he said in an im-
ploring, quivering voice. Floris leapt back and ran
screaming away.